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They shall relate how thou hadst all the seeds              60

Of every virtue, which, in the pursuit

Of time, must have brought forth admired fruit.

Thus shalt thou, from the mouth of envy, raise

A glorious journal of thy thrifty days:

Like a bright star shot from his sphere, whose race     65

In a continued line of flames we trace.

This, if survey'd, shall to thy view impart

How little more than late thou wert, thou art.

This shall gain credit with succeeding times,

When, nor by bribed pens, nor partial rhymes              70

Of engaged kindred, but the sacred truth

Is stori'd by the partners of thy youth:

Their breath shall saint thee, and be this thy pride,

Thus even by rivals to be deifi'd.

TO THE COUNTESS OF ANGLESEY, UPON THE
IMMODERATELY - BY - HER - LAMENTED DEATH
OF HER HUSBAND

MADAM, men say you keep with dropping eyes

Your sorrows fresh, wat'ring the rose that lies

FalFn from your cheeks upon your dear lord's hearse.

Alas! those odours now no more can pierce

His cold pale nostril, nor the crimson dye                     5

Present a graceful blush to his dark eye.

Think you that flood of pearly moisture hath

The virtue fabled of old jEson's bath?

You may your beauties and your youth consume

Over his urn, and with your sighs perfume                  10

The solitary vault, which, as you groan,

In hollow echoes shall repeat your moan ;

There you may wither, and an Autumn bring

Upon yourself, but not call back his Spring.

Forbear your fruitless grief, then, and let those           15

Whose love was doubted gain belief with shows

To their suspected faith.   You, whose whole life

In every act crown'd you a constant wife,

Hay spare the practice of that vulgar trade,

Which superstitious custom only made.                       20

Rather, a widow now, of wisdom prove

The pattern, as, a wife, you were of love.